Pia ens 
ae 


mph” 
acs 

iorbtiy 

Ses 


i 


ian 


RS 


ari 
rea 


"ays 
BIAS 


Soe 
Sess 


ve 


THE CHEERY SCARECROW 


/ CGUOHNNY 
Ww =6h GRUELLE 


M. A. DONOHUE & COMPANY 
CHICAGO NEW YORK 


G 


Copyright MCMXXIX 
JOHN B. GRUELLE 
(All rights reserved) 


MANUFACTURED IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA 


THE CHEERY SCARECROW 


Ob 


MARGARET CALDWELL FRED 


THE CHEERY SCARECROW 


HE walk to the school house, by way of 

the road was almost a mile, but when the 
children cut across the meadow and over the 
brook at the little foot bridge, it was much 
shorter; only half the distance around by the road. 

Anne and Tommy Lee, on pleasant, sunny 
days, always took the short cut. 

One day as Anne and Tommy Lee started 
across the meadow, Tommy looked over toward 
Farmer Grinner’s fields and gave a shout: 

“Look Anne! Farmer Grinner has a brand 
new scarecrow! Let’s run over and see it!” 


The brother and sister raced across the 
meadow toward the scarecrow. 

He stood solidly upon two legs made of 
heavy sticks stuck firmly in the ground and 
the legs were covered with a pair of Farmer 
Grinner’s old faded blue jeans. 

An old shirt partly stuffed with straw 
formed the scarecrow’s body and the blue jeans 
were held up with a pair of red suspenders. 

Two sticks fastened inside the shirt sleeves 
and an old pair of gloves stuffed with grass 
formed the scarecrow’s arms and hands. 

Under the old weatherbeaten straw hat 
was a round head made by stitching a white 
sock over a bundle of rags. 

The children walked around in front of the 
scarecrow and saw that Farmer Grinner had 
painted a face upon the head—a comical face, 
with cheery blue eyes, a red nose and a mouth 


_which stretched clear across the head into the 
widest kind of smile. 

“That’s the best scarecrow I have ever 
seen!’ cried Tommy. — 

“Mr. Grinner must have laughed when he 
made him!’ said Anne, ‘For he has painted 
such a lovely grin on him!’ | 

“Guess [ll shake hands with him!’ said 
Tommy, reaching up and taking hold of the 
glove of the scarecrow. 

‘‘He squeezed my hand!’ said Tommy in 
surprise. 

Anne shook hands with the scarecrow. 

‘He did mine too!’ she cried. 

‘Well, well!’ said the Scarecrow as he 
raised his left hand and pushed the straw hat 
to the back of his head, “Is there anything 
surprising in that?’’ | 


‘But scarecrows never are alive!’’ cried 


Tommy, stepping back in amazement at hear- 
ing the Scarecrow speak. 

‘Are you as happy as your smile makes 
you appear?’’ asked Tommy. 

“Oh, yes, indeed!” the Scarecrow replied, 
“there is no reason why I should not be happy 
with so many wonderful things to look at. 
Now take for instance this wonderful castle 
across the field—’’ 

The children turned and saw with great 
astonishment a large castle with many towers 
of white marble, with lofty spires of red tile 
reaching up almost to the clouds. 

‘“‘Now take that wonderful castle there,’ 
continued the Scarecrow, “I have stood here 
all morning admiring the beautiful towers and 
brilliant red peaks!’ 


‘But there isn’t a castle there, or at least 
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there wasn’t a castle there a moment ago! 
cried both the children. 


“Of course the castle is there,’’ said the 


Scarecrow. “I have stood here all morning 
admiring it! If I could pull my two wooden 
legs from the ground I would walk over and 
pay them a visit.” 

“See if you can pull his legs from the 
ground, Tommy!” said Anne. 


Anne held Tommy’s books and slate and 


Tommy pulled the Scarecrow’s legs from the 
soft ground. 

The three walked across the field until 
they came to a wide lake where they found a 
little flat-bottomed boat tied to a stake. 

“It is strange!’ said Tommy as he wiped 
his hand across his forehead in a puzzled way. 
“We come this way to school every day and 
there has never been a lake here until now!’ 

“Can either of you children row a boat?” 
asked the Scarecrow—‘‘Well, then, I will row!’’ 
he said when the children admitted they did 
not know how. 


The Cheery Scarecrow could not keep the 
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boat headed towards the castle which rose 
across the lake so they drifted along admiring 
the beautiful scenery until after a while the 
little flat-bottomed boat pushed its nose up 
to the bank. The Scarecrow climbed ashore. 
“T can’t imagine why I feel so weak!—I feel so 
queer down here!’ said he as he rubbed where 
his stomach should have been and dropped 
upon the ground. The children carried him to 
a nearby tree and leaned him up against the 


trunk. 
Anne knelt down beside him and held his 


glove. ‘“‘He’s hungry, that’s it! Poor thing! 


He hasn’t had anything to eat!’’ 

‘But how can scarecrows eat when they 
haven’t any mouths that will open?” asked 
Tommy. 

‘Yes,’ questioned the Scarecrow, ‘‘How 
can I eat when I can’t open my mouth? I 
never thought of that!’ 

‘Well, we can stuff you with grass!” said 
Anne. ‘“Let’s do! and see if that helps any!” 

So the children pulled grass until they 
had a nice pile and then Tommy stuffed the 


Scarecrow until he grew fat and had a stomach 
like Santa Claus. 

“Ah! said the Scarecrow when they had 
finished stuffing him, “That must have been 
just what I needed, for I feel so well and strong 
now I could jump across the lake.’”’ And with 
this he ran down to the edge of the lake and 
gave a spring in the air. 

But instead of jumping across the lake, he 
landed out in the water about eight feet from 
shore. 

The Scarecrow seemed surprised as he 
scrambled to his feet and waded ashore, but 
he was laughing as heartily as if it were the 
greatest joke in the world. 


‘Well it just goes to show that we can 
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not always do everything we wish to do!’ he 
said. “First I] wished to go across the lake to 
the wonderful castle. Then I found out the 
little flat-bottomed boat would not take me 
and now I find out I can not jump across the 
lake! What do you say if we do not visit the 
castle today?” | 

“There isn’t. any castle there, anyhow!” 
cried Tommy pointing across the lake. Sure 
enough, the castle had disappeared. 

‘‘How remarkable!’ mused the Scarecrow. 
“You were right in the beginning when you 
said there was not a castle there!’ 

“Let's go back and sit under the tree 


until we figure out just where the castle went. 


If it wasn’t there when we saw it there, per- 


haps it is there now that we do not see it 
there!”’ 

But when the Scarecrow and the children 
turned towards the tree, it, too, had disap- 
peared and in its place stood a tiny little 
house covered with crimson flowers. 

The little door to the tiny cottage opened 
and a queer little lady with gold eye glasses 
and long white hair put out her head. 

‘Good morning!’ she cried with a friendly 
nod. 

“Good morning!” the Scarecrow and the 
children replied. 

“Do you know,” said the little lady, ‘If 
you will just step inside and make yourselves 
at home while I run down to the grocery, I will 
hurry back and we will have something to 
eat!’ 

Anne and Tommy were quite anxious to 


tence 
PPA 


see the interior of the pretty little cottage so 
they went inside. After walking all around the 
house, the Cheery Scarecrow came in and took 
one of the easy chairs. 


‘“Isn’t there a pretty view from here!” 
cried the Scarecrow. 


The children looked and again saw the 


castle away across the lake, standing white and 
clear with its red spires stretching up almost 
to the clouds. And, drifting across the blue 
waters of the lake, were many boats with sails 
of different colors. 

Presently the little lady appeared around 
the corner of the house carrying a market 
basket filled with goodies. 

“T always like going to the grocery and 
talking to the people one meets there; it 1s 


always a pleasure!’ 


“Ts the grocery very far?’’ asked Anne. 

“Oh no!” the little lady replied, ‘‘Nothing 
is far if you are on an errand for the pleasure 
there is in it!” 

The little lady bustled about setting the 
little table and arranging the chairs and when 
all was ready she called the Scarecrow and the 
children. 

‘“T know just what you like!’ she laughed 
as the children looked with twinkling eyes at 
the cream puffs and doughnuts. “So I laid in 
a good supply! Here, try some of these lady 
fingers!”’ 

“Really, my dear!’ the Scarecrow replied, 
“IT have just been stuffed with grass and I do 
not feel that I can hold another thing.” 

“Let’s make room in him for some cream 
puffs!’ said Tommy, turning to the little lady. 

‘We can take the grass out and fill him 
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with cream puffs and chocolate cake and pears 
and grapes and lady fingers!’ said the generous 
little lady. 

And with Tommy’s help she pulled all 
the grass out of the Scarecrow and dropped 
two dozen cream puffs, eighteen lady fingers, 
six bunches of grapes, three pears and two 
apples down the front of the Scarecrow’s shirt. 

The Scarecrow sighed contentedly and 
went to sleep. 

“This is the nicest dinner I have ever 
eaten!’’ said Tommy when he arose from the 
table. 

“Tt is the first time I have ever had all the 
cream puffs and lady fingers I could eat!’ Anne 
sighed. 

When dinner was finished the little lady 
shook the Scarecrow and said she had some- 
thing out in the yard she wanted them to see. 


As the children walked out the front door 
the Scarecrow got slowly to his feet and started 
to follow them, and the cream puffs, lady fingers 
and the fruit fell out of his pants legs and 
rolled about the floor. 

“Dear me,’ cried the Scarecrow as the 
rest turned to see what had caused the noise, 
“T feel as empty as I don’t know what!’ And 
he gazed ruefully about him. 

“To be sure,’ the little lady laughed, 
“We should have thought of that!’ She ran 
to the kitchen and returned with two pieces 
of twine; with these she tied the Scarecrow’s 
pants tightly around the wooden legs. ‘‘Now 
we will fill you up again!’ she cried as she 
collected the cream puffs and lady fingers and 
tucked them in his shirt front. 

The Scarecrow was soon stuffed again and 
they all went into the yard. 


“T will give each of you three guesses!’’ 
she said. ‘‘What have I to show you?” 

‘Tt’s a pet pig!’ guessed Tommy. 

“A swing!’ said Anne. 

“An automobile!’ guessed the Scarecrow. 

“Oh, you will have to give up, for | am 
sure you will never guess! You children run 


over to that big tree in the corner of the back 
yard and see what you find!’ 


At the foot of the tree the children dis- 


covered six glasses and on the other side of 
the tree they saw a faucet sticking out of the 
thick bark. 

Holding up one of the glasses, Tommy 
gave the faucet a twist and the glass was soon 
filled with a delicious ice-cream soda. 

“Here, Anne!’ said Tommy handing the 
glass to her. 

“This is fine,’”” he said when the little lady 


and the Scarecrow came up to them. “Will 
you have a glass? I wish we had a tree like 
this in our back yard!’ 

“Thank you!’ the little lady said as 
Tommy handed her a glass full. 

‘Have a glass?’’ Tommy asked the Scare- 
crow. 

The Scarecrow replied he did not care for 
any, so Tommy filled a glass for himself and 
sat down to enjoy it. 

“The best part about this soda,’’ said the 
little lady, ‘‘is the fact that you can drink 
ever and ever so many glasses of it and it 
will not harm you! And then, too, you may 
have any flavor you wish by merely wishing 
for it when you turn the faucet!”’ 

So the children and the little lady wished 
all the different kinds of flavors they could 
think of until they grew tired of drinking soda. 


The little lady took them about her little 
place and showed to them her wonderful banty 
chickens. These chickens laid silver eggs, and 
sang like canaries. She showed them a won- 
derful bush covered with all sorts of flowers. 

Then, when she thought the children 
might be growing tired of these things, she 


suggested that they take a walk across the 
fields. 


After they reached the end of the meadow 
and had walked through a clump of low bushes 
they came out upon another meadow in which 
the grass was a bright yellow; dotted here and 
there through the field were queer round things 
like mushrooms, but of many different colors. 

“This is the cookie field!’ said the little 
lady when she saw the children looking about 
them at the little round things. 

‘‘Sometimes,’ said the little lady, “a 
strange man who is always very peevish and 
cross comes and tries to drive people out of 
this cookie field, but as he does not own it, I 
never pay any attention to him! Oh dear!” 
she added as someone shouted to them from 
across the field, ‘“There he is now!’ 

And across the cookie field, a wooden sword 
in his hand and shouting at the top of his voice, 


came a large, cross looking man. 


“Shall we run?” asked Anne. 

“T do not think we need to run!” replied 
the little lady, ‘‘but let us walk over this way 
as if we did not see him!” 


“He’s coming very fast!’ said the Scare- 


crow. “If you folks walk on, I will stop and 
talk with him!” 
So the little lady and the children walked 


on a few paces and then stopped. 
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“What do you mean by crossing this 
field and tramping on the cookies?’ shouted 
the strange peevish man as he came up to the 
Scarecrow. 

‘We are not disturbing any of the cook- 
ies,’’ replied the Cheery Scarecrow in a pleasant 
tone. 

“IT saw you step on some!’ replied the 
cross man as he hit the Scarecrow with the 
wooden sword and knocked him head over 


heels. 


Of course, it did not hurt him a bit, but 
when the Scarecrow saw the strange man was 
about to hit him again with the wooden sword, 
he thought he would teach him better manners, 
so he picked up a stout stick and when he 
swung back to give the Scarecrow another crack 
the Scarecrow leaned forward and brought his 
stout stick down upon the crown of the man’s 
head with a whack that stretched him full 
length upon the ground. 

The Cheery Scarecrow started to help the 
queer man upon his feet for he felt sorry for 
him, but the man rolled over and over until 
he was ten feet from the Scarecrow, then 
jumped up and made off as fast as his legs 
would carry him. 

The Scarecrow laughed as he turned to the 
little lady and the children—‘‘That is the way 
with all those who let peevishness get the better 


of them!” said the Scarecrow. ‘‘Peevishness not 
only makes one unhappy but it makes every- 
one else dislike the peevish one!”’ 

As the children walked across the field of 
cookies and came to a fence they missed the 
kind little lady. They looked all around for 
her but she had disappeared. 

“T shall always remember her with pleas- 
ure!’ said the Scarecrow, ‘‘for she has found 
the secret of contentment. The one who gives 
the most happiness to others receives the great- 
est joy in return!’’ And the Scarecrow chuckled 
to himself. 

“Well, well, what is this queer little 
house?’ cried the Cheery Scarecrow as they 
climbed the fence. 

“Tt’s the school house!’ exclaimed the 


children in astonishment. 


“IT had forgotten all about school!’ said 
Tommy. 

‘We must be dreadfully late!’ cried Anne. 

“Oh, no, you are in plenty of time!” 
replied the Scarecrow as he took off his hat 
and bowed to the children. 

And as the schoolhouse bell rang just 
then, Anne and Tommy shook hands and said 
good-bye to the Cheery Scarecrow and ran into 
the schoolhouse. 

Many times since then the children have 
crossed Farmer Grinner’s field and have stop- 
ped and talked to the Scarecrow. Quite often 
they bring a ginger cookie or other goodie to 
stuff in his shirt-front along with the hay and 
grass that is there. And while the Scarecrow 
has not talked to them since the first day, he 


looks down at them with the same cheery 


smile and the children feel that some day he 
will again take them through many hours of 
imagined adventures,—the kind filled with 
happiness and friendships. 

And even on stormy days when the hat 
of the Scarecrow is wet and bedraggled and 
the water has soaked through his clothes, the 
children know he is just as cheery as on that 
one beautiful sunshiny day, for his smile 


remains always 
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the same. 
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Every child with gladness looks 
For the Volland “Sunny Books”. 
“Sunny Books” make happy hearts~ 
Here the“Sunny Book" list starts. 


JOHNNY GRUELLE’S 


SUNNY BOOKS 
FOR SUNNY BOYS AND GIRLS 


You can tell by their looks 
That they read the “Sunny Books’ 


THE LITTLE BROWN BEAR 

EDDIE ELEPHANT 

THE FUNNY LITTLE BOOK 

LITTLE SUNNY STORIES 

THE CHEERY SCARECROW 
RAGGEDY ANN'’S ALPHABET BOOK 


Publishers of Books Good for Children 
CHICAGO NEW YORK 
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Where children tread —a rainbow glows ; 
Where children breathe~-a zephyr blows: 
Where children laugh —a flower grows | 


Where children SING ~a sunbeam shows. 
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